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thought, "how gladly would I tell you the secret of my
pursuit! You, methinks, would estimate it rightly. You,
I know, would hear it with a reverence that I must not
expect from the harsh, material world."

"Would I not? to be sure I would!" replied Annie
Hovenden, lightly laughing. "Come; explain to me
quickly what is the meaning of this little whirligig, so
delicately wrought that it might be a plaything for
Queen Mab. See! I will put it in motion."

"Hold!" exclaimed Owen, "hold!"

Annie had but given the slightest possible touch,
with the point of a needle, to the same minute portion
of complicated machinery which has been more than
once mentioned, when the artist seized her by the wrist
with a force that made her scream aloud. She was af-
frighted at the convulsion of intense rage and anguish
that writhed across his features. The next instant he
let his head sink upon his hands.

"Go, Annie," murmured he; "I have deceived myself,
and must suffer for it. I yearned for sympathy, and
thought, and fancied, and dreamed that you might give
it me; but you lack the talisman, Annie, that should
admit you into my secrets. That touch has undone the
toil of months and the thought of a lifetime! It was not
your fault, Annie; but you have ruined me!"

Poor Owen Warland! He had indeed erred, yet par-
donably; for if any human spirit could have sufficiently
reverenced the processes so sacred in his eyes, it must
have been a woman's. Even Annie Hovenden, possibly,
might not have disappointed him had she been en-
lightened by the deep intelligence of love.

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way that
satisfied any persons who had hitherto retained a hope-
ful opinion of him that he was, in truth, irrevocably
doomed to unutility as regarded the world, and to an
evil destiny on his own part. The decease of a relative
had put him in possession of a small inheritance, Thus